COMMENTARY

And here where the rice-grain nourishes these patient

households

The ethic of the feudal citadel has impregnated,
Thousands believe, and millions are half-way to a

conviction.

While others have accepted Pascal's wager and resolve
To take whatever happens as the will of God,
Or with Spinoza vote that evil be unreal.

Nor do our leaders help; we know them now
For humbugs full of vain dexterity, invoking
A gallery of ancestors, pursuing still the mirage

Of long dead grandeurs whence the interest has

absconded,
As Fahrenheit in an odd corner of great Celsius9

kingdom
Might mumble of the summers measured once by him.

Yet all the same we have our faithful sworn supporters
Who never lost their faith in knowledge or in man,
But worked so eagerly that they forgot their food

And never noticed death or old age coming on,
Prepared for freedom as Kuo Hsi for inspiration,
Waiting it calmly like the coining of an honoured guest.

Some looked at falsehood with the candid eyes of

children,

Some had a woman's ear to catch injustice,
Some took Necessity, and knew her, and she brought

forth Freedom.
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